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course, there is a bourgeois limited side of Tennyson, H.
James said the impression of America to him, in winter at
any rate, was one of ugliness, ugliness—he repeated it in a
kind of groan!—but on the other hand he said it was
interesting to meet men who had never thought of them-
selves as belonging to any class—a thing impossible in
feudal Europe. He talked to me in the church of Stratford
of the inscrutable mystery of Shakespeare: the works on
the one side and, on the other, that dull face, and all the
stories we know of the man; " commonplace; common-
place; almost degrading."
July 12. Finished H. James' Portrait of a Lady. Its
cleverness is of course amazing, and I like hearing his
voice, as I often do. But I miss any sense of the really great
issues of life—no one either thinks about or does anything
great—ajid I don't like ending on a note of interrogation.
July 15. Hadow played to us all the evening, and when
he wasn't playing talked brilliantly. I only remember two
things: "Pessimism is only cowardice reduced to a sys-
tem/* " Chopin is a French novel; sometimes good and
sometimes bad, but always just that."
July 31. Read the Apology—the first thing which, in
1880, opened my eyes to the form and beauty of Greek
literature—and still one of the most moving pieces of
prose in the world, and one of the most perfect in form.
The ethical attitude, however noble—unequalled outside
Christianity, no doubt—is perhaps just a little self-
conscious, possibly even a little self-righteous. But Socrates
is never elsewhere so serious, so high above verbal and
logical quibbles, so touchingly human.
August 2. Jenny and I walked up the hill, and after tea
sat in the garden watching the slowly falling sun and the
lengthening shadows. All very happy, " The lines arc
fallen in pleasant places."
August is. To Dove Cottage—very well kept by an old
woman who had shaken hands with the poet, which gave

